AFTER   EVEREST
on the way, after seeing his school and its boys and girls ;
General Bruce gave the scouts a message from Baden-
Powell, and they in their turn gave us a short farewell
service of God-speed along the way. I suppose this place
shares with Miss Carmichaers work at Dohnavur the
honour of being the best mission institution in the whole
of India.
My new horse is Ai; very different from the Tista-
Kalimpong hireling which tried to die.
March 28th.—Down 2,000 feet to the Rongpo Chu,
where we bathed for at least an hour. Most delicious
water, with good rocks for diving, Noel taking pictures
the while for Pathe's Gazette, in which the graceful aquatic
sports of Beetham and myself will doubtless draw crowded
houses. . . .
Up again to Ari, and down to Rongli, where we spent
the night in a dak bungalow. Just asleep when an un-
earthly yelling made me think that a leopard must have
caught somebody. But it was only two of our men, drunk.
No. i had knocked over a mug of chang (native beer)
which belonged to No. 2. No. 2 bit No. i, taking off a
perfectly good finger-nail. No. i retaliated with a terrific
blow with a piece of wood; five or six stitches, after a
good clean up, were necessary.
March $oth.—The finest of all our forest marches. Two
thousand feet up from Sedongchen through forest; then a
flat bit, followed by a tremendous long hill—4,000 feet or
more—up scrubby ground with wind-blown, picturesque
trees, to a little tea-shop where at 12,000 feet most ex-
cellent tea, English style, is dispensed by a fair Tibetan maid
with an engaging smile, and cleaner than most. Wonderful
views of the mountains of Bhutan which I sketched in
pastel—one of my better efforts, but who could help it
with such a beautiful subject ?
Finally arrived at Gnatong, a desolate village, half buried
in slushy snow; but a good dak bungalow.
At sick parade here, No. i of March 28th came up for
no

